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One 


Author's Notes: 
JBJ + RW = BFF 


Jon wasn't sure exactly how itd happened. 
Not that he was complaining, he was just used to having a litle more control over things. 


Of course, he thought, squirming out of the arms wrapped around him so he could take a shower, there was 


obviously something to be said for losing control. 
Live Earth, Backstage 


Sting. He'd been off to find Sting, becouse Stewart and Tico - perverted bastards - had looked about thirty 
seconds away from screwing whether Jon was there or not, and Sting could usually be counted on for a quickie 


or two. 


But he'd been busy, wrapped up in conversation, and that left Jon dangerously close to pouting. He didn't 
particularly like the asshole - okay, it was the rest of him he didn't like - but dammit, sure things were 
supposed to be sure things. 


So, grumbling under his breath, off he went, mentally running through a list of everyone he could expect to be 


at the party. No other sure things, though, dammit. 
He snorted. Maybe he'd fuck Gore. 


"You wouldn't like it, I'd wager. Musicians are at a much higher place on the sexual prowess scale than 


politicians. By the way, did you realize you were thinking out loud?" 

Aah Jesus Christ, voice out of nowhere. Jon spun - okay, voice out of Roger Waters, not quite nowhere. Stil. 
"Startle you?" 

"No, | always jump like that" 

Roger just grinned, and there was..something..in it. 

It took Jon a second to realize there was a hand on his arm and he was being led out of the room. 

Well. This was an unexpected turn of events. 

Hard as Jon was trying, no sound was coming out. 


ltd been years, decades, since he'd been fucked like this - up against the wall in a bathroom, slim fingers 
bruising his hips, hot breath washing over his sweat-slick skin with every thrust. 


Nicer bathroom than the ones he used to get bent over in, at least. 


Roger's grip tightened and Jon's hips could've shattered from the force for all he cared. One hand scratching 
at the wall, the other jerking himself roughly, his hips moving as much as they could in that iron grip to get 
more of that fucking fire turning his blood into lava. 


And he was trying to force something out, to gasp or moan or tell Roger to fuck him harder, dammit, but the 
most he could manage was a high-pitched almost-whine. Roger was talking, nonsense words against his neck, 


knocking him against the wall with every thrust. 


Cool tile hot breath firm grip calloused fingers and Jon was coming, back arched, and finally he managed to 


make noise, a thin wail as he bucked his hips and fucking Hell Roger was still thrusting when he came down, 


vision swimming as almost violent thrusts jarred his spent body, and then there was the sharp pain of teeth in 
his shoulder and a hot rush inside him and fuck, this had been a good idea. 


Roger didn't say a word, just pulled out - leaving Jon slumped against the wall - and cleaned himself off, 
throwing Jon a wink and letting himself out of the bathroom. 


Jon's Hamptons Party 


Normally, Jon was a pretty good host. He'd mastered the art of mingling, knew how to charm the pants off of 


every single person in the room almost effortlessly. 


But twenty minutes after Roger walked in the door, Jon decided there were more important things than being 
a good host, and quickly found himself locked in a bedroom, neglecting the fuck out of his guests. 


They'd deal. 
Im not gay," he said, still bent over the bed, thighs still slick with Roger's come. 
"Just desperate?" Roger asked, eyebrow arched, and handed Jon a cigarette. 


Considering Roger had run into him when he was muttering about screwing Al fucking (ugh) Gore, there really 
wasn't any way to answer that question other than straightening up and lighting the cig. 


Roger was smirking. Yeah, yeah, you won. Smug bastard. 


"I think I've got a few more rounds in me," Jon muttered as he walked by Roger to see the few remaining 


guests out. 
"That an invitation?" 


Jon rolled his eyes, shutting the door behind the last few. There was a reason for the muttering. "What do you 
think?" 


"I think inviting me to stay the night just to fuck you is awfully gay." 


Another eye roll. For this much annoyance he'd better at least get a reach-around this time. 


Save the Music Gala 
Jon had to be onstage in five minutes. Roger didn't appear to care. 


Of course, Jon didn't care all that much, either. Right then all he could manage to give a shit about was 
wrapping his legs around Roger's waist, digging his fingernails in, and hoping the building orgasm didn't kill him. 


"Fuck - harder," he managed, head banging back against the mirror. For a split second he thought he'd broken 
it and he waited for the shattered glass to hit him but Roger's grip on his ass tightened and his hips jerked 
and he completely forgot the existence of the mirror as he came until there wasn't a single drop of any fluid 
left in his body. 

Mother fuck 


"Two minutes to spare," Roger mumbled into Jon's neck, and Jon couldn't see but he knew he was panting 


through that stupid smirk of his. "Not bad" 


He was walking in the door to Roger's room when Jon realized Roger hadn't invited him up and he hadn't asked. 
Over the past week or so of events and dinners and rehearsals, he'd gotten used to ending up in Roger's room 
at some point. 

At several points, really. 

"You look confused" 

Jon just shook his head and pulled Roger close. "You're wasting valuable time talking, old man" 

"Old man, huh?" 

And Roger set about proving that, old or not, he still had plenty of energy. 


Which brought Jon to the hotel bathroom, tile slick under his feet as he wiped enough fog off the mirror to 
take a quick look at himself. 


He sighed, ran his fingers through his hair, and stepped out of the bathroom. Roger was sitting up against the 
headboard. 


"Rog en 


"If you're after another round, gimme an hour or so." 


"I think I'm gay." 


